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■ “One 
man’s 
Vulgarity 
is another 
man’s 
Lyric” 

- 406 U.S. 73 


The 
Devil’s Advo¬ 
cate is a student 


DA Supports Women’s Law Caucus Auction- 

Record Amount Bid!! 


publication re¬ 
flecting the opin¬ 
ions and views of 
the students who 
care to con¬ 
tribute. Our goal 
is to provide both 
humor and com¬ 
mentary on the 
law school and 
the people who 
make it unique. 


The Women’s Law 
Caucus Auction was held last 
Friday, February 21, in The 
Pit. At the auction, for those 
of you who didn’t attend, vari¬ 
ous faculty and staff auction 
off dinner or other social 
events with themselves. 

Auctioneers this year 
included Dean Keating and 
Professors Thompson and 
Tokarz. 

Item number 28 in 
the auction was “Dinner for 2 
at a mysterious restaurant, 
accompanied by mysterious 
Devil’s Advocate Staff Mem¬ 
bers. PLUS - Publication of 


We strive for fair- 


any one item the high bidder 
desires (subject to legal & ethi¬ 
cal constraints).” This item 
set a record for bids on 
Devil’s Advocate donated 
items! The winning bid was 
$30, by Steve Rawlings. He 
is in for a treat. 

Other items of note at 
the auction - the highest 
amount paid was $325 for the 
basketball game with Dean 
Keating, Professors Becker, 
Berwick, Drobak, Mariani, 
Thompson, and Judge 
Schermer This will be fol¬ 
lowed by a pizza feast at 
Judge Schermer’s Ladue 


Mansion. It has an elevator in 
it. 

The second highest 
bid was for bowling and beer 
with Dean Smith and Profes¬ 
sor Drobak It went for $270 
Third place went to Professor 
Tokarz and her field box Car¬ 
dinals tickets. We think the “2 
hours of beer” she mentioned 
while auctioneering put her 
over the top at $230. Fourth 
was Professor Greenfield 
and his dinner for 6 at his 
house, cooked by his wife. 
The DA would like to take 

(Continued on page 2) 


ness and honesty 
in the stories we 
present. Al¬ 
though we may 
ruffle some 
feathers, malev¬ 
olence is con¬ 
demned and al¬ 
ternative or re¬ 
buttal submis¬ 
sions are wel¬ 
comed and en¬ 
couraged. 


Mudd Memories Example E-mail & Me 


[Note: This essay is 
an example of a Mudd Mem¬ 
ories submission. The poor 
sap who wrote it, though, 
failed to heed the 250 word 
limit. Any one section would 
have been a great entry. 


Inside Ills Issue: 


You still have time to write an 
entry of your own (see page 
4). - Ed.} 

Not content with just 
providing you with my Mudd 
Memories, I have embarked 

(Continued on page 3) 


Open Letter from Work Study Students 
Non-Interview with Professor Appleton 
Evidentiary Concerns of the 25th Century 
Devilette of the Month! It's a (?ni(Woman! 
Do I Have to Sign This?: Soda Machines 
America’s Most Unethical Home Videos 


My Date with Des¬ 
tiny: (At Least This 
Date Showed Up) 
by Meridith Weiss 

WARNING - for those 
of you who do not feel that the 
Devil's Advocate is the proper 
forum to air personal 
grievences - Look Away - for 
the love of God I’m begging 
you - don’t read this article - 
especially if you will feel a 
subsequent need to write an 
article expressing your disgust 

(Continued on page 4) 
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The 

Devil’s 

Staff: 

(It seems no one 
will admit it) 


The Devil's Advo¬ 
cate is published as 
many times per 
year as it can be. 
All copyrights for 
work included in 
this issue revert 
back to the original 
authors, except The 
DA reserves the 
right to reprint the 
items in future is¬ 
sues. All uncred¬ 
ited, editorial, or 
layout elements not 
owned by Microsoft 
are copyright 1997 
of The Devil’s Advo¬ 
cate; all rights re¬ 
served. All images 
used in this publica¬ 
tion are either pub¬ 
lic domain clip art or 
fall under The Fair 
Use Doctrine. No 
animals or law stu¬ 
dents were harmed 
in the production of 
this publication. 
Subscriptions to the 
Devil's Advocate 
are not available 
unless you can pay 
someone to mail it 
to you. 

The Devil’s Ad¬ 
vocate - 20 
years of Ser¬ 
vice to the Law 
School Com¬ 
munity 


The Devil’s Advocate 


An Open Letter to Devil s Advocate 
Readers & All Law Students: 


We are writing re¬ 
garding the treatment work- 
study undergrads receive 
at the hands of the law 
students, which is at worst 
dismissive (i.e., you ignore 
our presence) and at best 
disdainful. Perhaps you 
law students should recon¬ 
sider how you act towards 
us, for we are the eyes and 
ears of the Law School, 
possessing all the gossip 
and behind- 
the-scenes in¬ 
formation that 
you could 
want to know. 

Work study 
students know 
you barely got 
into Wash U. 
because 
someone on the admis¬ 
sions committee wasn’t im¬ 
pressed by you, that you 
almost made it onto the 
Mock Trial Team - and why 
you didn’t get on, what your 
LSAT score was and how 
all your friends and rivals 
did on the Torts final, that 
you’re way in debt due to 


your student loans, that you 
never empty your 
Pendaflex, that you sneak 
food into the library on Sat¬ 
urdays, that your love inter¬ 
est has clandestine meet¬ 
ings with another up in the 
library tower on Tuesdays, 
and that the Dean wants to 
invite you to a recep¬ 
tion next month. 
Further, far from be¬ 
ing the nuisance you 
law students 
tend to treat us 
as, we can ac¬ 
tually be quite 
helpful to you 
— if you are 
kind. We can help you 
find the books you des¬ 
perately need, get you 
a copy of your grades, 
let you use the Xerox ma¬ 
chine for free, or get you a 
good time-slot at the negoti¬ 
ation competition. More¬ 
over, we could actually be¬ 
come your acquaintances 
or even your friends; there 
isn’t such an age gap be¬ 
tween most of us, and 
surely we share a number 


of interests and a level of 
intelligence (don’t we attend 
a top-20 undergraduate uni¬ 
versity?) So, smile at us in 
the library, talk to us in 301, 
invite us to happy hour — we 
may even tell you Professor 
Greenfield’s secret office 
hours or how much of your 
tuition money has 
been spent on new 
office furniture. 

[As always, 
the Devil’s Advo¬ 
cate would like to 
lead the rest of the 
Law School in 
terms of tolerance, 
progressive thought, and 
kindness toward our fellow 
human beings. Our Very 
Special Happy Hour is com¬ 
ing March 21, where the Pro¬ 
fessor of the Year award will 
be given. We would like to 
cordially invite all the mem¬ 
bers of the Law School com¬ 
munity to attend the Happy 
Hour, be they students, staff, 
faculty, or even undergrad 
work-study students. - Ed.] 




Women’s Law Caucus Auction (continued) 


(Continued from page 1) 

partial credit for this popular 
item, based on our fascinat¬ 
ing interview and the inter¬ 
est it generated in his wife. 

Professor Greenfield went 
for $215. 

Aside from lucky 
Steve Rawlings, the best 
values of the auction were 
Weidenbeck (went for 
“cost”) & Jones ($120 gift 
certificate went for $100). 

Special mention 
must be given to Professor 


Cecil’s $130 total, as she 
was afraid no one would bid 
on her. 

Special mention 
must also be given to Mal¬ 
colm Gould, who bid over 
$1000 (although we don’t 
think he ended up winning 
all those). Unfortunately, 
some of the bids are confi¬ 
dential, so we can’t print a 
complete list (well, we would 
if we could get it from the 
Women’s Law Caucus), so 
there may be other big bid¬ 


ders we didn't get to. Ed 
Herman, for instance, likes 
to bid $50. 

If you missed the 
auction this year, start sav¬ 
ing your money for next 
year. We at the Devil’s 
Advocate have been saving 
for three years to afford 
Professor Levin, and he 
always goes too high. 

The DA adds its 
thanks to all the faculty that 
participated and to all the 
people who bid. 
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The Devil's Advocate 


Mudd Memories Example (continued) 

(Continuedfrom page 1) 


to give you something far 
more useful. Accompany¬ 
ing each of my memories, 
I have detailed the benefits 
of an affordable meal alter¬ 
native. The largest part of 
my budget used to be spent 
on food — now, I’ve all but 
eliminated it. Now, I share 
my secrets with you, be¬ 
cause i know that you, too, 
are about to graduate with 
approximately 100k in 
debt, and it’s time to start 
mitigating your damages. 
Dean Smith — if you care 
to share some of this gas- 
tronomical advice with in¬ 
coming first years — before 
they’re knee-deep in debt 
— please feel free to Xerox 
[photocopy - Ed.] and dis¬ 
tribute this invaluable ad¬ 
vice. Just make sure to 
give credit to the source. 

So, in no particular 
order, please share some 
of my Mudd Memories, and 
some of my budget saving 
food tips. 

Pointersaurus & The Old 
Pit 

Not only can you 
save money by eating the 
Pointersaurus, you can ac¬ 
tually earn it! 

Pointer’s Pizza has 
issued a $500 challenge for 
any two people who can 
finish one in a single seat¬ 
ing. Folks, this is one 
dense pizza. A single 
Pointersaurus could proba¬ 
bly last you for a week. If 
those soccer players had 
one of these in Alive!, there 
would have been no need 
to resort to human flesh 

The Old Pit was a 
brilliant piece of functional 
architecture. Designed to 
be a gathering spot for the 
masses, people of different 


social cliques were com¬ 
pelled to sit next to, and 
socialize with, one another. 
In the process, the Old Pit 
became potential fodder for 
a John Hughes film — the 
most unlikely of friendships 
were forged — and didn’t 
we all learn that we aM really 
aren’t that much different 
from one another? 

The site of those 
touchy-feely, motivational 
Dean's forums (typically 
ending in hugfests), the Old 
Pit was best known for the 
mobility and versatility of its 
foam-stuffed cubes of inter¬ 
locking furniture. The faint 
humming of the electrical 
fixtures, akin to the sound 
of a buzzsaw at rest, was a 
soothing lullaby to those 
electing to take afternoon 
naps in the Foote Lounge. 

Sometimes we 
would arrive at the Old Pit 
to find people eagerly antic¬ 
ipating the removal of blood 
from our veins. Occasion¬ 
ally it would take them 2 or 
3 jabs to actually pierce a 
person’s vein to take out a 
pint, but they’d eventually 
get it right. 

Rumor has it that 
the Dean initially thought of 
selling our plasma to raise 
money for the new building, 
but settled on the old 
standby of blood. If there is 
additional money to be 
raised, may we suggest a 
more pleasant alternative 
— The Pointersaurus Chal¬ 
lenge! Break us into teams 
of two — each eating its 
way to $500 — and you’ll 
raise enough money to put 
permanent garbage con¬ 
tainers in our new facility If 
you thought we had a hearty 
appetite for the study of law, 
Dean Ellis, you just haven't 
seen us get our paws on 


one of these meat laden 
monstrosities! 

Cup o’Noodles & 
Five of These 

Add a little water, 
nuke for 3 minutes, and you 
have a complete nutritious 
meal that would satisfy any 
Japanese salaryman. Louis 
Rukeyser, o'Wall Street 
Week fame, chooses to eat 
a ham and cheese sandwich 
each day for lunch so the 
meal won’t interfere with his 
busy work schedule. But 
let’s face it, we know the 
Japanese kick our butts 
when it comes to productiv¬ 
ity. Cup o’Noodles just may 
be the reason why. And, 
first years, can you afford 
not to be producing at an 
optimized rate? Can you 
afford to idly sit by while the 
student next to you is chow- 
ing down on a cup o’ this 
stuff before returning to their 
outlines? 

A woman standing 
behind me at Schnuck's 
gave me a piece of advice 
to really stretch the value o' 
these cups — add some 
frozen vegetables to the cup 
just before pouring in the 

(Continued on page 11) 



Your DA Editor is waiting for your 
mail. Let us know what you want • 
or write a scathing humor piece of 
your own. 


SUBMISSION 

POLICY 

In the interests of 
world domination, 
everyone must sub¬ 
mit to the Devil’s 
Advocate staff and 
do whatever they 
say. Oh, that other 
submission policy: 

The Devil's Ad¬ 
vocate welcomes 
submissions from 
anyone in the law 
school commu¬ 
nity. Submissions 
may be published 
anonymously. To 
submit, simply 
leave your piece 
in The Devil’s Ad¬ 
vocate mailbox in 
Room 301 (under 
the name!). All 
submissions may 
be edited for 
length or ex¬ 
treme// bad taste. 
If you want to be 
contacted about 
changes made to 
your article, how¬ 
ever, you must 
place your name 
on it. If you want 
a date, you must 
leave your phone 
number. 
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The Devil's Advocate 


Miss Mudd? 

Do you wax poetic 
about the past, 
viewed through 
rose colored 
glasses? Do you 
miss having Mudd 
to complain 

about? 

The March 21 
Devil’s Advocate 
will feature an es¬ 
say contest with 
the theme of 
“Mudd Memo¬ 
ries” We are 
now accepting 
short essays on 
that theme,. no 
more than 250 
words, from stu¬ 
dents, faculty, or 
staff. Many es¬ 
says . will * be 
printed in the DA, 
and one will be 
chosen to win 
First Prize, a se¬ 
cret prize to be 
chosen by the DA 
Staff. 

All decisions of 
the judges are fi¬ 
nal. All entries 
are subject to 
publication at no 
additional com¬ 
pensation and 
may be edited for 
length and / or 
content. Please 
turn in your en¬ 
tries to the Devil’s 
Advocate mailbox 
in Room 301 be¬ 
fore Wednesday, 
March 12. 


Show Her The Money (continued) 


(Continued from page 1) 

with using this publication 
as a method of airing per¬ 
sonal grievences - Malcolm 
Gould this includes you. 

Some of you may 
have heard about the 
bruhaha that was caused 
by two sentences that I 
posted over the student E- 
mail system. If you are like 
me, and never read your 
E-mail, (I had to delete 387 
messages just to read my 
hate mail - but I’ll get back 
to that later) I will fill you in. 

A certain student, 
for reasons of 
anonymity I’ll 
call him Rick 
W., no, that’s 
too obvious, let 
me call him R. 


White, stood me up for Bar¬ 
rister’s Ball. Of course, he 
did not tell me this himself, 
I found out via my best bud 
Yoder, at approximately 
2:30 the day of. I did not 
speak to R. White until the 
following Friday, at which 
time I told him that if he did 
not pay me for his portion 
of the tickets, I would hu¬ 
miliate him in ways he 
could only imagine. Need¬ 
less to say, the boy had 
been warned. 

I started off with 
messages on the chalk 
board asking him one sim¬ 
ple thing - Show me the 
Money. You see, I am, at 
heart, a fair woman, and 
only ask for what’s mine. 
Unfortunately, R. White 
failed to produce the green, 
which forced me to climb 
the next step on the ladder 
of humiliation - using the 
school E-mail system. My 
message was simple, to the 
point, and read as follows: 
R. White - It’s been almost 
two weeks since you stood 


me up for Barrister’s Ball, 
don’t you think it’s about time 
you paid for your half of the 
ticket - By the way, you may 
want to check lost and found, 
I think someone saw your 
spine there. 

The response I re¬ 
ceived to these two simple 
sentences was overwhelm¬ 
ing. Initially, I received a 
couple of the standard Ricki 
Lake - you go girl - re¬ 
sponses. But then, much to 
my amazement, the back¬ 
lash began, and I became 
roadkill on the information 
superhighway. 

I had no idea 
how my two little 
sentences would 
interfere in the 
lives of some of 


our most respected students. 
Malcolm Gould, for instance, 
severely chastised me for 
using the E-mail system to 
air personal grievances. 
Malcolm was at last seen 
beating on a drum in the 
forest and reading Robert 
Bly, so he may have missed 
the response to his message 
which pointed out that he 
was in fact guilty of the same 
heinous crime he accused 
me of— E-mail abuse. 

But Malcolm was not 
alone in his disgust, others 
warned me I had better ma¬ 
ture before my imminent 
graduation so that I am 
ready to enter the work 
force. (I found the assump¬ 
tion that I will have a job at 
graduation quite 
flattering, Mr. 

Ainley.) Others 
called me child¬ 
ish, asked about 
my glue-sniffing 
habits, and oth¬ 
ers - well that was about it, 
really. While the rest of the 
school was subjected to stu¬ 



dent wide E-mails berating 
me for sending a student 
wide E-mail, other stu¬ 
dents, at least twenty, from 
as far away as Washington 
D C. and Japan (Andrea, 
your husband says he 
misses you) swamped me 
with support, kudos, and a 
showing of support l 
haven’t seen since I bought 
my first miracle bra. 

While I will not 
publicly out my supporters 
due to respect for their con¬ 
fidentiality, I would like to 
share with you a few words 
of wisdom they have sent 
me the past few days. As 
you read, hum the song 
“That’s What Friends Are 
For” in your head, it will 
make you feel warm inside 

“You said it Hon!” 

“On behalf of 
women everywhere, I ap¬ 
plaud you.” 

“Normally I hate 
global posts of a personal 
nature, but it would seem in 
this case, I gotta say, You 
go Girl.” 

“Ask Professor 
Greenfield, I’m sure you’ve 
got reliance there." 

“You go Girl. Peo¬ 
ple who don’t want E-mail 
shouldn’t use it.” 

“More power to 
you. I thought what you did 
was a great idea. The odd 
and somewhat depressing 
thing is that all the fools 
who wrote messages to the 
whole world became the 
problem they were 
complaining about, 
while your purpose in 
sending the message 
to everyone was to 
humiliate the asshole 
by telling everyone. 
You did the right thing 
Mookie.” 

(Continued on page 5) 
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The Devil's Advocate 



This issue's Devil of the Month (well, really 
Devil of the Two Weeks) is: 

Melinda Max son 

Melinda is honored because she has the 
same last name as Finley P. Maxson, yet they are 
not related! With such an unusual name, we find 
this really funny. Ha ha, “Maxson," ha ha. Of 
course, now that Melinda is married, everyone 
should ask her what her hyphenated name would 
sound like. 

Also, she’s a DA staffer and helped out at 
DA Coffee Week last semester. But then what 
happened? Plus, she has pistol range experience! 

Finally, did you ever notice how all the 
Devils this year were men? How sad that would 
make the annual “Devil of the Month End of the 
Year Hot-Tub Party ” Also, the “Devil of the Year” 
swimsuit competition would have been quite 
cheerless. Thank goodness we’re not Paleolithic 
chauvinists anymore! 


This Story is a Horrible 
Breach of the Right to 
Privacy: 

The Devil's Advocate, through no 
fault of its own, has gained access to a 
fascinating, private document. Because it 
is so interesting to read, we felt our obli¬ 
gation to the Law School community com¬ 
pelled its publication. In the interests of 
good taste, however, we have redacted all 
components of the note that could identify 
the writer. We feel the only way anyone 
could find out who wrote this note is if the 
author him or herself were to somehow 
make it obvious. 

As an introduction, this is an 
excuse note turned in to a (redacted au¬ 
thority figure) for a reason an assignment 
is late. This is an accurate and true 
rendition of what is contained in the note: 

(Redacted), 

I am sorry for not having done 
(redacted subject) yet. I am a (redacted) 
and very partial to (redacted subject). 
Yet. even though you saw me today at the 
(redacted location within the law school). 

I have been very sickly as of late. 

1 intended to do the (redacted 
subject) today, but my chronic diarrhea 
increased considerably. I went to the 
infirmary for 2 hours and am on drowsy 
medication. I have had the runs 18 times 
today so far, and have lost 8 pounds 
today. I tried to call you at —9:45, but the 
line was busy. I will get you the (redacted 
subject) ASAP 

Thanks, (redacted) 


Show Her The Money (continued) 


(Continued from page 4) 

“Everybody is full 
of shit, they love to hear dirt 
on other people. I have 
never met a student who 
doesn’t" 

“Despite the del¬ 
uge of criticism, I am writ¬ 
ing to inform that I very 
much enjoyed your public 
shaming of Rick White. I 
thought it was pretty funny, 
and a better use of the 


E-mail system than the 
many responses your mes¬ 
sage generated. Stuart 
Banner would be proud 
that you used the colonial 
common law tradition of 
public humiliation, one of 
the foundations of our legal 
system." 

From women ev¬ 
erywhere who have been 
treated badly by men who 
never have and never will 


be worth it, we salute you. 
You ruie." 

Rick White de¬ 
serves what’s coming to 
him and that’s what idiots 
like Malcolm forget.” 

I just wanted Ms. 
Weiss to know that there 
are law students who do 
care about her personal 
issues. I am so disturbed 
by her being stiffed that I 

(Continued on page S) 


Professor of 

fhe Year 

Each 
year, the Devil’s 
Advocate, in as¬ 
sociation with the 
SBA, bestows on 
one faculty mem¬ 
ber the honored 
title of “Professor 
of the Year." The 
award is based on 
the votes of the 
law students. 

This year, 
voting will be held 
the week before 
the DA Coffee 
Week, from 
March 10 - 12, 
1997, in the morn¬ 
ing. Each student 
may vote exactly 
once. • 

• • • 

The win¬ 
ning professor's 
name will be in¬ 
scribed on the 
Devil's Advocate 
Professor of-, the 
Year plaque that 
hangs some¬ 
where (has any¬ 
one found it yet?) 
in Bud Hall. The 
award will be pre¬ 
sented at the 
Devil’s Advocate 
Happy Hour on 
Friday, March 21, 
1997. A special 
commemorative 
edition of the DA 
will be published 
that day. VOTEl 


The Devil’s Advocate - Volume XX. Issue S - Page S 















The Devil's Advocate 


An Engineer, a 
Physicist, and a 
Mathematician are 
staying overnight in 
a hotel. In each of 
their rooms, a fire 
breaks out. 

The engineer 
wakes up when he 
smells the fire. He 
notices his bucket 
of water (from 
melted ice) and 
quickly pours it on 
the fire, putting it 
out. 

The Physicist 
wakes up 
when he 
smells the 
fire, too. 

He quickly 
pours some 
of the water 
from the 
ice bucket 
into a 

glass. 

Then he 
takes a 

piece of pa¬ 
per, lights it 
from the 
fire, dips it 
in the glass 
of water 
and sees 
that it goes 
out. Next 
he calls the 
engineer, 
next door 
and says, 
“Come 
over here 
and put out 
the fire, I’ll 
show you 
how.” 

• The 
Mathemati¬ 
cian wakes 
up, smells the fire, 
sees the ice bucket, 
says “There is a so¬ 
lution,” and goes 
back to bed. 


Do I Have to Sign This? by Philip Senturia 




Ok, 1 know this looks like 
o baseball player, but 
couldn 7 find a clip art of 
a caning. If you don’t 
know what I’m talking 
about, you should have 
\read my column first! 
'Anyway, imagine that the 
silhouette above is actu 
ally your favorite Profes¬ 
sor about the whack the 
Soda Guy with a really 
\ stout switch. Mmmm, ac¬ 
tually, that’s too much 
\fun, 1 need a cold 
\shower.... (P.S. - this is the 
longest picture caption in 
the history of the DA!) (1 
think) (Of course, every 
of parentheses helps!) 


How hard is it to 
put the correct sodas in 
the slots of the soda ma¬ 
chines that correspond to 
their buttons? 

The “Soda Guy” 
(hereafter referred to as 
“SG") makes his living 
putting sodas into ma¬ 
chines. This should give 
him a special insight into 
the insides of the ma¬ 
chines. He should be see¬ 
ing them ev- 
e r y d a y . 
Maybe even 
more than 
once a day. 

I imagine he 
has to fill 
several ma¬ 
chines each 
day just to 
make a liv¬ 
ing. Yet the 
SG who fills 
our 800 bot¬ 
tle machine 
can’t seem 
to get the 
right sodas 
in their little 
slots. 

I under¬ 
stand that 
the 800 bot¬ 
tle machine 
is 60% more 
difficult to fill 
than the nor¬ 
mal 500 can 
machine. 
Maybe even 
70%. But is 
this the SG’s 
only 800 bot¬ 
tle machine 
on his whole 


route? Don’t they put little 
labels in there to show him 
which button corresponds 
to which slot? 

Of course, I don’t 
know. Once I said “Hi” to 
the SG in an effort to be 


friendly (I’m a friendly 
guy). He said, “I’m not 
allowed to sell any sodas 
while the machine is open. 
It’ll just be five minutes." 

In my typical non¬ 
threatening manner, I 
quickly explained that I 
had heard him tell the last 
three people who walked 
by the same thing, and I 
just wanted to say hi. We 
then struck up a small con¬ 
versation in which I de¬ 
cried with him the pitiful 
state of customers who 
want to buy sodas from 
him while he’s loading the 
machine, a clear violation 
of Coca-Cola® operating 
procedure, and, frankly, 
every day good taste and 
common sense. 

So I never did get 
to see the inside of the 
machine, and I never got 
to look to see if there were 
little labels. 

But anyway, as I 
was saying, it’s not like a 
member of the faculty is 
assigned to fill the ma¬ 
chine every once in a 
while. This guy is a pro¬ 
fessional soda machine 
stocker-upper, and he 
should know how to stock- 
up the machine. 

So why do I keep 
having to go to Room 301 
to get a refund when the 
wrong soda comes out? 
It’s bad enough when a 
Mr. Pibb® comes out 
when I ask for a Fresca®, 
but then I bought a Diet 
Coke® and got a Coke®. 
Actually, I guess those are 
of about equal irrational 
effect. (Please be sure to 
notice my liberal use of 
the registered trademark 
symbol when using actual 
product names in my col¬ 
umn!) 


I have two theories 
A) The SG hates us. This 
theory is pretty self ex¬ 
planatory. We use this the¬ 
ory all the time when I am 
meeting with my secret 
communist cell. And B) 
The SG is an idiot. I hate 
to say this, really. I hope 
this is not the case. But, 
take a look at those ham¬ 
burger makers at McDon¬ 
alds®. Darn if there isn’t 
always meat on your 
burger. Do you ever order 
a burger and get a McFish 
(no ® here, I made that 
name up (I hope) (notice 
my doubly nested paren¬ 
theses!) (of course, if you 
do order a burger and get a 
McFish, why do you keep 
going there?))? The me¬ 
chanic at Jiffy-Lube® 
doesn’t accidentally put oil 
in my windshield wiper so¬ 
lution reservoir (or does 
he?). How much more diffi¬ 
cult can loading the soda 
machine be? 

So what’s my solu¬ 
tion? I think the administra¬ 
tion should force him to let 
them look inside the ma¬ 
chine, and they should put 
little labels inside the ma¬ 
chine, if there aren’t any. If 
there are little labels inside 
the machine, he should be 
put on notice that we know 
about it now. Then, if he 
still screws up, he should 
be caned in The Yard™ by 
a smiling faculty member. 

If he’s still incapable of 
properly filling the little 
soda slots inside the ma¬ 
chine, he should be forced 
to stand there, selling soda 
personally to people, with 
the door to the machine 
wide open. I know this 
would be a horrible punish¬ 
ment, but, DARN IT, / need 
my Fresca® \ 
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Evidentiary Concerns of the 25th Century: 
A Critical Analysis of Changing Legal Standards 

in the World of Star Trek 


O.J. Simpson con¬ 
tends that all the pictures 
shown to the jury in his civil 
trial are fakes. And with the 
state of computer technol¬ 
ogy, if we gave any cre¬ 
dence to the idea that peo¬ 
ple were out to get him and 
that there was a massive 
conspiracy, both within the 
police department and 
within the photo shop of the 
guy who took the pictures, 
we might believe it. Look at 
the touch-ups that are done 
in magazines today if you 
doubt the power of comput¬ 
ers. 

Meanwhile, in Star 
Trek, holographic imaging is 
so developed that a Doctor 
(a la Voyager) can be cre¬ 
ated who can move around 
and interact with physical 
objects. How hard will this 
make proving something un¬ 
der our laws of evidence? 

Professor Kuhns 
taught (although apparently 
I didn’t learn) that perception 
problems is one of the key 
problems leading to the ex¬ 
clusion of hearsay Imagine 
the perception problems 
when clones, transporter- 
accident-produced twins, 
and self-contained, mobile, 
hologrammatic people are 
available. 

Here’s a scene: 

Security: Captain, 
Ensign Smith here just va¬ 
porized Ensign Jones in the 
cargo bay. 

Smith: No I didn’t. 

Captain: How do 
you know, Lt. Security Guy? 

Security: Computer 
surveillance has it docu¬ 
mented. 


Smith: Anyone 

could have tampered with 
that computer. I think the 
Chief Engineer is out to get 
me. In fact, no one died. 

Captain: Well then 
where is Ensign Jones? 

Smith: He was prob¬ 
ably captured by omnipotent 
aliens in that last nebula we 
passed through. 

Captain: Hmmm, 

that has been happening a 
lot. 

Security: Captain, I 
saw Ensign Smith kill Jones 
with my own eyes as I 
passed by on the upper level 
balcony of the cargo hold. 

Smith: That wasn’t 
me. It must have been an 
errant recreation of my 
holodeck simulation. I’ll run 
a level 2 diagnostic on the 
cargo hold holo-emitters 
right away. 

Security: When I ar¬ 
rived on the scene, I de¬ 
tected a phaser discharge, 
and Ensign Smith’s phaser 
had been fired recently and 
not fully recharged. 

Smith: Unfortu¬ 

nately, Captain, there was a 
space weasel in the cargo 
hold. I was conducting a 
routine search for alien in¬ 
truders when I stumbled 
upon it and vaporized it - to 
prevent infection should it 
be carrying any weird space 
microbes. 

Captain: Hmmm, Lt. 
Guy, is there any way to 
detect whether the vapor¬ 
ized particles were once hu¬ 
man or space weasel? 

Security: Well, no. 

Captain: Computer, 
is there a holodeck program 


depicting Ensign Smith 
killing Ensign Jones? 

Computer: Affir¬ 
mative. 

As you can see, a 
clever assassin in the Star 
Trek universe can use our 
contemporary methods of 
proof to elude conviction. 

Fortunately, the 
25th century is rife with 
other forms of factual de¬ 
termination. 

Counselor: Cap¬ 
tain, I sense that Ensign 
Smith is lying. 

Captain: Lt. Guy, 
throw Ensign Smith in the 
brig. Prepare the holo¬ 
graphic lie detector. 

Smith: Captain, 

What about my theory that 
a high level computer pro¬ 
grammer is trying to frame 
me? 

Captain: Lt. Guy, 
have Lt. T’Pak (a Vulcan) 
prepare for a mind meld. 

Of course, this as¬ 
sumes that Lt. T’Pak and 
the Counselor are not part 
of that same conspiracy... 

But as you can 
see, physical evidence will 
become less and less 
revered as a method of 
proof, while opinions of 
people or machines de¬ 
signed or trained specifi¬ 
cally to spot the truth or 
falsity of guilt will become 
more important. The sys¬ 
tem of justice will thereby 
be made more justice ori¬ 
ented and less reliant on 
“mles" of evidence or con¬ 
stitutional guidelines. 


A salesman’s 
business is going to 
require him to fly to 
another city in 
three weeks. Al¬ 
though he knows 
the planes are safe, 
he is worried that a 
terrorist will blow 
his plane up. In 
order to make him¬ 
self feel better, he 
goes to his friend, 
the statistician. 

“Tell me,” he 
asks, “what are the 
odds of someone 
taking a bomb on 
board my plane 
and blowing it up?” 

“That’s easy," 
his friend answers, 
“I’ll look up the data 
and have an an¬ 
swer for you in one 
week.” 

The next week 
the man returns to 
his friend. “No 
problem," the 
friend tells him, 
“your chances of 
getting blown up on 
a plane are 20 mil¬ 
lion to one!" 

But the sales¬ 
man is not reas¬ 
sured. He knows 
how many times he 
will have to fly ■ in 
the near future, and 
how many other 
people are flying, 
and that doesn’t 
seem so high. He 
asks his friend what 
he can do to im¬ 
prove the odds. 

“Well," his 
friend answers, 
“bnng a bomb with 
you when you fly. 
The chances of 
having two bombs 
on one plane are 
over 1 trillion to 
one!" 
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Non-Interview with Professor Susan Appleton 

as understood by William E. Burris 


As mentioned in the previ¬ 
ous issue, I obtain interviews with 
our prestigious faculty members by 
begging and pleading until some¬ 
one, somewhere, for some reason, 
agrees to humor me (and hopefully 
you) with a bit of their time 
and a lot of their life. Ear¬ 
lier this semester, much to 
my delight, Professor Ap¬ 
pleton agreed to an inter¬ 
view. My noted pleasure 
upon securing this inter¬ 
view promise arose in 
large part from my sincere 
and utmost respect for Professor 
Appleton, but also from my realiza¬ 
tion that I have yet to interview any 
of our female faculty members this 
semester. 

My noted blissfulness came 
to an abrupt end last week however, 
when Professor Appleton changed 
her mind about being interviewed 
for the Devil’s Advocate. It is Pro¬ 
fessor Appleton’s opinion that the 
Valentine submissions of the last 
issue carry a tone of anti-female 
sentiment with which she prefers not 
to be associated. Moreover, it 
seems that several other of our fac¬ 
ulty members and student col¬ 
leagues found the Valentine issue of 
the Devil’s Advocate to be ex¬ 
tremely sexist in nature to the point 
of being openly anti-female. As 
such, they would have preferred 
that many of the submissions not be 


printed. Better still, they would 
have preferred that such items not 
be submitted at all. 

I feel it pertinent to note that 
the overall feeling according to Pro¬ 
fessor Appleton was that neither the 
Devil’s Advocate nor any 
specific submissions 
(Valentine or other) were 
the sole anti-female ten¬ 
sions at the Law School. 
Instead, the concern is 
that these submissions 
are merely the “tip of the 
iceberg” of anti-female 
sentiment at the School of Law. I 
fully acknowledge that many, if not 
most, of the Valentine submissions 
were sexual in content. However, in 
fairness to my Devil’s Advocate 
brethren, I must also note that the 
Valentine submissions are anony¬ 
mously submitted by the Law 
School population at iarge - much of 
which is female in gender. More¬ 
over, many may be surprised to dis¬ 
cover that many of the Valentine 
Submissions were made by one of 
the more colorful females in our 
Law School community - a fact I 
note only with permission of said 
female. 

The question remains 
though, as to whether sexism exists 
within our hallowed hails The an¬ 
swer is, unfortunately, in the affir¬ 
mative. Yet, while there may well 
be persons at the School of Law 


who are prejudice, I am quite certain 
that the Law School community as a 
whole is nowhere close to being 
anti-female. Nevertheless, I am ot 
the opinion that the concern raised 
by our esteemed faculty members 
and colleagues is focused not on 
issues of specific gender parity, but 
rather on the unfortunate and for¬ 
ever embarrassing fact of our cul¬ 
ture’s past and continued inequality 
of women. Moreover, my inability to 
notice sexism in the greater degree 
to which it pervades our community 
is undoubtedly directly attributable to 
the fact that I am not a part of any 
discrete and insular minority. How¬ 
ever, women as a group can hardly 
avaii themselves of the classifica¬ 
tion of “discrete and insular” to the 
extent of other groups as females 
comprise fifty percent of our nation. 
Furthermore, not all men are anti¬ 
female by default of their member¬ 
ship in the masculine gender. It 
seems the verdict of some is to find 
all men guilty by association, or 
more to the point, guilty by gender 
association. Indeed, there are many 
males in addition to myself who are 
proud to proclaim their feminist 
alignment. 

To the end of promoting 
equal representation of all views in 
the Law School community, I en¬ 
courage female submissions to the 
Devil’s Advocate - to the extent that 

(Continued on page 9) 



Show Her The Money (continued) 


(Continued from page 5) 

say we place a bounty on the head 
of White.” 

“What better way to get at 
a guy who asked out on you and 
won’t own up. Sorry for butting in 
to your business but I figure if I 
have to get messages from every 
single person who feels like shar¬ 
ing their cause, what’s wrong with 
getting something funny once in a 


while.” 

“I hope this swine pays up 

soon." 

“Meridith, I don’t know you. 
I don't know this Rick White c**k 
either. All I know is that, whoever 
the Rickster may be, he is in dire 
need of a working penis." 

My personal favorite came 
from one of my first attackers, who 
later wrote, “I repent in expressing 


my disapproval. Besides, the line 
about the spine was funny.” 

To my friends and support¬ 
ers here and throughout the world, I 
humbly say thank you for the words 
of kindness. To my critics, you are 
entitled to your opinion of me, as I 
am of you. And finally, to Rick 
White, without whom all of this 
would not be possible, I say SHOW 
ME THE MONEY!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
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Professor Appleton 

(continued) 


(Continued from page 8) 

no one knows who submits 
any of the articles anyway. 
Moreover, though the pur¬ 
pose may be very honorable 
and understandable as such, 
those who refuse to con¬ 
tribute to the content of the 
Devil’s Advocate, given the 
liberal publication policy, 
would seem to forfeit the right 
to criticize its content. In¬ 
deed, the Devil’s Advocate 
does not even have a publi¬ 
cation policy, they publish 
any submission within the 
realm of good taste that is 
even remotely coherent - as 
this article demonstrates. 

While Professor Ap¬ 
pleton prefers not to be asso¬ 
ciated with the Devil’s Advo¬ 
cate due to the poor exercise 
of editorial judgment (or lack 
thereof) in recent issues, it 
seems many others would 
require something much 
stronger than merely more 
liberal use of editorial judg¬ 
ment. Indeed, many will only 
be satisfied when the Devil’s 
Advocate has succumb to the 
clich6 ot political correctness 
which so deeply infects our 
society of late - censorship by 
any other name. I, however, 
refuse to even entertain the 
idea that the Devil’s Advo¬ 
cate, or any other organiza¬ 
tion, should be forced to en¬ 
gage in censorship - even if 
this results in allowing sub¬ 
missions which openly attack 
any group within our commu¬ 
nity. Indeed, the female of 
our species is so inherently 
strong as to have no need of 
the very protection certain 
members of our faculty wish 
to provide via the heavy 
cloak of censorship. Never¬ 
theless, this article will likely 
be received by many as the 
very proof of anti-female sen¬ 


timent at the Law School, 
and I will undoubtedly be 
branded as part of the 
“problem." As such, look 
for me upon your return 
from Spring Break -1 
should be in the courtyard 
hanging in effigy from the 
5 th floor balcony. Should 
this time be inconvenient 
for anyone, please do in¬ 
form me of the scheduled 
time so that I might do my 
best to make myself avail¬ 
able. 

In sum then, I 
again express my regret 
that Professor Appleton felt 
it necessary to impress 
upon the Law School com¬ 
munity the importance of 
gender equality by with¬ 
drawing from this interview. 
Furthermore, though I was 
largely unaware of the as¬ 
sessment of anti-female 
sentiment within the Law 
School community, I regret 
that such an assessment 
could even be so seriously 
suggested as to warrant the 
forgoing response. Per¬ 



haps Professor Appleton 
will find us sufficiently de¬ 
serving of her presence in 
the future so as to share 
with us her views of life 
and the Law School. 

I certainly hope so. 


America’s Most 
Unethical Home 
Videos 

So I am looking to get a quick 
and dirty credit to graduate. What about 
Wiley Rutledge Moot Court? I did it last 
year and it was a pain in the ass — but 
for some reason the faculty is still drag¬ 
ging its heels about giving credit for the 
negotiation competition. No sweat - find 
a partner, write a brief (which will un¬ 
doubtedly not fall within the page mini¬ 
mum or maximum set by the Moot Court 
Board), argue in front of a bunch of ‘94 
Wash U. grads (no one else is em¬ 
ployed), and — oh, yeah — attend a 
couple of mandatory meetings. Little did 
I know I was about to uncover an aca¬ 
demic scandal the size only seen before 
by members of the naval academy. 

The first of these “must see”™ 
meetings was on brief writing given by 
Professor Banner. To my utter shock, 
there was absolutely no “new” information 
from the previous year’s lecture. In fact, 
I think I recall that Stu gave some of the 
same examples (for those of you who 
witnessed the 3rd year skits last year and 
remember John Farmer’s impersonation 
— uhmmm — performance, you’ll know 
the examples I’m talking about). Not that 
Stu isn’t worth listening to any time, but 
come on — there must be something new 
in the world of brief writing. Maybe a new 
way to phrase the statement of jurisdic¬ 
tion or a new way to frame the issues? 
As I left the “seminar" feeling a little let 
down, I realized I hadn’t signed the atten¬ 
dance sheet. After all, this was manda¬ 
tory, wasn’t it? My credit was contingent 
upon hearing that information (again). 
Nevertheless, attendance was not taken 
on that fateful day. 

Maybe the Moot Court Board had 
changed its ways. Maybe it was OK just 
to write the brief and do the oral argu¬ 
ments for credit — like real grown ups. 
Maybe not... 

As luck would have it, I had an 
unavoidable scheduling conflict with the 
second of the mandatory meetings on 
oral argument, hosted by Professor 

(Continued on page 10) 
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America’s Most Unethical 
Home Videos 

(continued) 


(Continued from page 9) 


Mann. You see, my pre-noon nap is 
a must, and if I don’t take it, it fouls up 
my post-lunch nap. Anyway, wasn’t 
the feeling of leniency in the air — 
heck — I didn’t even see anything that 
resembled an attendance sheet at 
Banner’s meeting. Why should 
Mann’s oral argument “seminar” be 
any different? In fact, I’d like to orally 
argue that it should be quite optional. 
Here are four reasons 
why... 

Then disaster 
struck. A few days after 
the Mann meeting, I re¬ 
ceived a little note in my 
mailbox. Yes, the Moot 
Court Board was watch¬ 
ing me, and yes, they 
knew I slept through the 
“seminar." If I wanted 
my Moot Court credit 
(and actually the an¬ 
swer to that is no — I 
did Moot Court because I thought it 
would be a real hoot) — then I had 
better watch the video tape of the 
meeting. Ahh, the wonders of tech¬ 
nology — just think — if I had been a 
law student here twenty years ago, I 
wouldn’t be graduating because there 
were no video tapes back then. Even 
if there were, the video cameras were 
probably real expensive which is 
prima facie evidence that Wash U. 
wouldn’t own any. (At least not until 
we moved into a new building). 

No credit? Upon reading my 
warning from The Board, I sprinted 
down to the library reserve desk to get 
the tape. The junior high student 
working at the desk didn’t seem to 
know what I was talking about. “The 
tape!" I gasped between breaths, “Get 
me the damn Moot Court tape before 
it’s too late!" After searching for sev¬ 
eral hours, Beavis found the tape in 
the Pendaflex marked, “Moot Court.” 
Hmmm - now that’s an odd place for 
it. 


As I grabbed the tape (as 
well as the headphones — you 
know — wouldn’t want to disturb 
anyone) and turned to head to¬ 
wards the circa 1980 VCP (video 
recording didn’t exist then), 
Butthead said, “WAIT — you have 
to fill out this form too." A moment 
before, this juvenile delinquent 
didn’t know what letter came after 
G, and now he was a master of 
Wash U. Honor 
Code procedure. 
Sure enough, THE 
FORM requested, 
nay, demanded my 
sworn affidavit that 
I was to watch the 
whole tape, in its 
entirety. This social 
contract, if you will, 
was then to be 
signed and turned 
in to my local Moot 
Court Board mem¬ 
ber. And in case I had any 
thoughts about fastforwarding — 
the rejoinder at the bottom of THE 
FORM stated that a failure to 
watch the whole tape, start to fin¬ 
ish, would be a violation of the 
Honor Code. We’re not talking just 
a loss of credit here — but poten¬ 
tial expulsion. <lnsert appropriate 
Honor Code citation here>. [If he 
expected me to do it, oops - Ed.] 
These Moot Court Board¬ 
ers don’t mess around. Scared 
senseless, I put the tape in the 
VCP and started watching. Oh no! 
Someone distracted me at the next 
table — better rewind! Sure 
enough, much like the Banner 
meeting, Mann had forgotten to 
research recent developments in 
oral argument and the lecture was 
much the same as last year. I 
diligently watched the tape, how¬ 
ever, and then it happened. I had 
to rewind the tape to make sure. It 
couldn’t be — there’s no way — 


but it was right there on the tape! 

About twenty minutes 
into the meeting, the tape clearly 
showed someone stand up and 
walk out! And then another stu¬ 
dent, and another. Professor 
Mann was still talking! These 
people were walking out in the 
middle of the meeting — pre¬ 
sumably after they signed the 
attendance list. Clever devils, or 
so they thought. I looked at THE 
FORM again — and sure 
enough, right at the bottom it 
said — failure to watch the tape 
in its entirety is a violation of the 
Honor Code. Look, I don’t go to 
a national law school, but I can 
put two and two together. If not 
watching the entire tape of the 
meeting is an Honor Code viola¬ 
tion, then not watching the entire 
meeting itself must also be an 
Honor Code violation! By the 
dozens these people were walk¬ 
ing out right in the middle. Al¬ 
though some waited until the 
question and answer portion of 
the meeting began to leave, THE 
FORM made it clear that to 
leave before the end of the last 
answer was a breach of the 
Honor Code. Poor saps — 
they’re all caught on video tape 
breaking the Honor Code. 
“Why?" I asked. Why would so 
many face almost certain expul¬ 
sion when they knew they were 
being taped? Was Mann that 
boring? Was it too hot or too 
cold in the old court room? Was 
there free food in the Pit?! 

Needless to say, I ex¬ 
pected the expulsions to start 
raining from the sky fast and 
furious in the wake of the great 
Honor Code Cut. I expected this 
to make the headlines in the 
local or even national papers. 
Yet there was nothing... First a 

(Continued on page 13) 
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Mudd Memories Example 

(continued) 


(Continued from page 3) 

water. The boiling of the 
water will actually cook 
these, adding more sub¬ 
stance to an already fulfill¬ 
ing meal. The Cup 
o'Noodles should cost about 
500 — the vegetables 250. 
Keep eating meals at this 
price, and at the end of 
three years, you’ll have 
enough saved to pay for 
both a bar review course 
and bar registration fees. 

At Mudd Hall there 
was no better source of mu¬ 
sical entertainment than the 
band Five of These. For¬ 
ever in the shadow of the 
Greenvilles, Five of These 
relentlessly won a place in 
our hearts. So maybe play¬ 
ing a gig at the law school 
wasn’t as ‘alternative’ as 
some of the band members 
would have preferred. And 
maybe we were all too drunk 
to listen closely to the intri¬ 
cacies of their insightful, 
soulful lyrics. But they al¬ 
ways played for us at a 
discount, and we would let 
them mink from our keg. 
These days, Mudd Hall is 
gone, and so are Five of 
These — the result of a 
bitter breakup. Perhaps if 
they had demonstrated the 
marketing genius of Nissin 
Foods, they would still be in 
existence — and playing — 
under the name: Five 
o'These 

Frozen Burritos & 
Bad Cats 

Five for a dollar; Six 
for a dollar — it’s like a fire 
sale of food! Why eat a $6 
wrap at Crazy Bowls and 
Wraps, when you can eat 
the original wrap, a burrito, 
for 200? That’s about a 
97% discount! It’s like hav¬ 


ing an uncle in the busi¬ 
ness. 

Without Bad 
Cats, I don’t know where 
I’d be right now — proba¬ 
bly Order of the Coif with 
some cushy job waiting 
for me after graduation. 
But, it’s always been 
lonely at the top. And Bad 
Cats was the social cen- 
terpoint of old Mudd Hall 
— eventually leading to 
the formation of an elite 
society speaking to one 
another in cryptic vernac¬ 
ular. “You are one Bad 
Cat!" was the greeting of 
one member to another. 
u Seeeee-Fooood!’ could 
often be heard from an¬ 
other before lighting up 
his tobacco pipe. “Spin 
the wheel and take your 
chances..." was often 
shouted by one member 
who just didn’t get it. 

Beefaroni & 
Black Labs 

If you ever told 
me I’d be eating pasta 
from a can, I’d have 
laughed at you. But, law 
school has really been a 
life-changing experience. 
Now, I eat Italian food 
cooked by a chef by the 
name of Boyardi. In the 
land where raviolis are 
toasted, you can't get 
more authentic than this! 
And what makes this 
15oz. can more afford¬ 
able than pasta in a box? 

I think you're beginning to 
see the light now, aren't 
you? 

In this new law 
building, everybody 
seems to have a different 
breed of puppy. It all 
began in the beginning of 
the year when one under¬ 


achieving couple decided 
to show up to an event with 
a Dalmatian. Since then, 
we’ve seen the whole 
gamut — purebreeds, 
mutts, etc. 

Things weren’t so 
confusing in the old build¬ 
ing — everybody had a 
Black Lab. They would 
fetch Frisbees, drink water, 
and bark at the under¬ 
grads. Rumor was that 
some ‘alternative’ owners 
would participate in Lab¬ 
swapping. To the uniniti¬ 
ated, this seemed perverse 
and dangerous. But these 
Labs had enough love to 
go around. 

These days we 
rarely see a dog around our 
new building, let alone a 
Black Lab. 

Ramen & The 
Ceiling That Bled 

What’s cheaper 
than a burrito or a Cup 
o'Noodles ? Ramen! 

The Japanese 
food engineers have done 
it again — providing us 
with the ability to purchase 
an 180 meal. I can’t even 
tell you which one’s my 
favorite — is it the spicy 
beef, the chicken- 
mushroom, or — what’s 
this? for 180?! — shrimp!! 
What I can tell you is that 
the fat content in this meal 
will provide you with 
enough energy to burn that 
midnight oil. First years — 
again I give you priceless 
advice — eat this afford¬ 
able delicacy, and get a 
leg-up on your classmates. 
Easy to make...even easier 
to eat — 3 meals a day for 
a 7 day week, brings you in 
under budget for about 
$3.78. A year’s worth of 

(Continued on page 13) 



Two elderly 
gentlemen are 
walking down the 
street with their 
wives closely fol¬ 
lowing. “You 
know what," said 
one to the other, 
“I ate at the best 
restaurant the 
other day. It had 
great big por¬ 
tions, it tasted 
great, and it was 
really cheap." 

“Wow," re¬ 
joined the other, 
“that sounds 
great! What’s 
the name of the 
place?” 

“ U m m m , 
gosh. You know, 
my memory’s 
just not what it 
used to be,” said 
the first man 
shaking his 
head. “What’s 
the name of that 
flower, the long 
one with thorns 
that smells 
nice...?" 

“A rose!?" 

“Yeah, that’s 
it," the first man 
said. He then 
turned to his 
wife, behind him, 
and said, “Rose, 
what’s the name 
of the restaurant 
we ate at last 
week?" 
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Think 
About It 


Why is that 
Jeff guy al¬ 
ways sleeping 
in class? Does 
he think no one 
notices when 
he props his 
head against 
his arm and 
acts as though 
he is looking at 
the same page 
for the entire 
hour? And 
why has 
Michelle been 
coughing since 
January? 
does she have 
a weird dis¬ 
ease? Is she 
going to be 
O.K.? Is it 
contagious? 
Does Bud Hall 
have a fresh¬ 
ness date? 
Why does 
Meridith al¬ 
ways wear 
those baggy 
sweaters? 
Does she have 
a deformity? 
Why did the 
construction 
guys tear up 
the parking lot 
this week in¬ 
stead of last 
week when no¬ 
body was 
around? Why 
do the M.B.A. 
students get 
two weeks of 
Spring Break 
and we only 
get one? 
Were the Skip¬ 
per and Gilli- 
gan lovers? 


The Devil's Advocate 


The Devil’s Dicta 

by (some people think it is spineless for us to use fake names, therefore from now 

on we won’t use any) 


The DD learned this 
week that a very bored Dean 
Ellis will begin raising money 
for the construction of the new 
building. 



The ACLU is threat¬ 
ening to file suit against the 
law school for the expulsion of 
students bearing Amish cus¬ 
toms. A spokesmen for the 
group responded: “we will not 
be forced to shave!" 

We at the Devil’s Ad¬ 
vocate would like to express 
our great distaste for using a 
public forum to slam others for 
using a public forum. Unless, 
of course, it is us using the 
Devil’s Advocate to slam you. 

Last week a represen¬ 
tative from U.S. News and 
World report came to visit AB 
Hall for the upcoming national 
rankings. Much to the dismay 



of the journalist, she circled 
the parking lot for three hours 
and still could not find a park¬ 
ing space. The disgruntled 
representative then turned 
around and headed back to 
Washington D.C. Reports 
now say that SLU will enter 
the top 30 this coming March. 


Dean Ellis an¬ 
nounced today that the 
newly remodeled Dean’s 
Suite is no longer adequate 
for his administrative 
needs. Accordingly, the 
Reading Room is now no 
longer accessible to stu¬ 
dents as it is now his place 
to “find new holidays to 
ruin." However, Washing¬ 
ton University Craniologists 
predict his head will soon 
outgrow that room as well. 

An unnamed stu¬ 
dent was caught pooping 
behind the circulation desk 
early last week. When ap¬ 
proached by library offi¬ 
cials, the pooper replied: “it 
was the other guy with 
glasses and a purple shirt.” 


The following items 
were rejected by the Women’s 
Law Caucus for use in their 
auction on February 21: 

— Dean Ellis’s toupee (too 
fake) 

— Professor Brickey’s lips 
(nonexistent) 

— Professor Kuhns’s crimi¬ 
nal record (too long) 

— The DA’s sense of humor 
(tasteless and MIA) 

— Professor Wexler’s hair 
(too much) 

— Food from the law school 
cafeteria (too damn expen¬ 
sive) 



> 

> 

T'bnnk ^ou 


f 

> 

>1 

> 

I wish to take this opportunity to 
say thank you to my friends and 
fellow students, professors and 
especially Dean of Student Af¬ 
fairs, Mark Smith who stood by 
me during my illness and subse¬ 
quent hospitalization and recu¬ 
peration. 

> 

< 

1 

Kate Henderson 

< 

VV VV 
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The Devil's Advocate 


Mudd Memories 
Example 


America’s Most... Videos (continued) 

(Continued from page 10) 


(continued) 


(Continued from page 11) 

Ramen — $65.70. [Note: The 
DA disclaims responsibility for 
the author's math skills. - Ed ] 
Friends, you’ve just eaten for an 
entire year for the same price 
as a Civil Procedure textbook. 
Share this fun fact with a poten¬ 
tial employer on a job interview 
and you’ve probably just talked 
your way into the firm — re¬ 
sourcefulness like this just 
beckons for admiration. 

Ever wonder why 
Greenfield has a little gargoyle 
[Grotesque - Ed.] modeled on 
him, and the other professors 
don’t? Do you think it's because 
of all the work he put into build¬ 
ing this academic edifice? 
Could be, could be. 

Try teaching in a room 
that bleeds for an entire year, 
and then you'll know why this 
man has earned a gargoyle. 
Better yet, try teaching in a 
room that bleeds for two years, 
or longer! First years don’t 
realize that this man used to be 
the gentlest introduction to law 
school to its non-initiates. He 
was the Fred Rogers of law 
professors...the Ghandi of 
teaching. 

Every time this man 
pauses — as if thinking of a 
snyde remark to make to an 
incorrect response — he’s hav¬ 
ing flashbacks. Every time this 
man asks you to restate an 
issue — he's missed your first 
statement of the issue because 
he's been lost in a flashback. 
And every time this man tells 
you that a fact is “irrelevant," 
he’s really telling you something 
deeper — something far more 
profound. For, my friends, 
when you are coerced to teach 
in a room that bleeds, every fact 
becomes irrelevant. 


video taping of a mass breach of the Code, and now the biggest cover up this 
side of Watergate. No explanation, no loss of credits, no respective slaps on 
the wrist. I suffered through the entire tape of the meeting wearing those 
ear-muff-like headphones that only play in one ear, and countless unethical 
hooligans got away with murder. I strained to hear every question and answer, 
they were probably chatting with their friends in the Pit by then. I tried to laugh 
at Mann’s corny jokes, they were probably eating lunch in amoral biiss. 

Undoubtedly, the infamous tape is probably long 
since destroyed by now. But one day my questions will be 
answered. Why the mass violation of the Code? Why no 
prosecution of the offenders? Why are the tape viewers 
made to suffer? Why doesn’t Mann give the brief writing 
lecture and Banner the oral argument lecture? Why aren't 
hot dogs sold in the new Pit? Where are you, Woodward? 




in hindsight, the two networks realized the joint 
venture never really had been a very good idea. 
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The Devil's Advocate 


It has 
been so long 
since the con¬ 
struction trailer 
was installed, I 
was shocked at 
the big empty 
space where it 
had rested for so 
long. I would 
think that expend¬ 
ing the effort to 
move that thing 
indicated it was 
no longer neces¬ 
sary. 

But I won¬ 
der who gave 
them permission? 
I know it’s their 
trailer, but 

shouldn’t they still 
be using it? I 
think they should 
not be allowed to 
take that trailer 
until they put all 
the hinges on -the 
courtroom doors, 
until they put the 
vents in the bath¬ 
rooms, until they 
make the carpet 
lie flat on the 
floor, dr. until they 
have all the wires 
of the building 
safely tucked 
away in the ceil¬ 
ings and walls. 

In my ex¬ 
perience, con¬ 
struction compa¬ 
nies who pick up 
all their big toys 
and take them to 
a new, more ex¬ 
citing, not yet paid 
for job don’t often 
come back to fin¬ 
ish your kitchen, I 
mean building... 


IDLE THOUGHTS o* 


HOW TO LEARN TO LOVE YOUR SCHOOL 


1. Let’s set fire to the 
snack bar. In a pagan 
ritual, of course. 

2. How long before 
the groovy chair fabric 
becomes late-modern 
ass? 

3. Why not have that 
dinosaur of a coffee 
machine in the canteen 
distribute moonshine? 
Why, just the other day 
I was saying to myself, 
“I’d like a shot of moon¬ 
shine.” We can set the 
still up next to Bruce’s 
grow room. 

4. The ladies in Room 
301 are nice. 

5. A silver dollar, two 
horse blankets, and 
some shiny beads to 
the first student from 
Professor Flagg’s 
Tribal Law class who 
brings me her ponytail 
on a pencil. 

6. Judging by the 
smell of things, accu¬ 
racy ratings in the 
men’s room are up. 
Huzzahs to the senior 
faculty. There will be 
an extra kipper in your 
lunch pails, boys. 

7. The day Pete 
Gruszka, Derek Eckel- 
man, and Mark Pedroli 
are in the building at 
the same time is the 
day I start wearing un¬ 
derwear. 

8. I’m of the opinion 
that Seth Albin will go 
down as the finest SBA 
president in our 
school’s history. I be¬ 
lieve he deserves four 
more years. 

9. We’re on the Island 
of Misfit Toys Unfortu¬ 
nately, we don't have 
that bad-ass lion who 



flies the world over to 
find jobs for us. 

10. Who writes Mr. Hop¬ 
kins’ material? 

11. My inability to under¬ 
stand the text of Mann's 
Payment Law bock 
leads me to suggest an 
expanded “check kiting” 
discussion in the 
“Payment Systems of 
the Future” chapter. 

12. Frances Foster is 
cute. 

13. I won’t be walking in 
the commencement cer¬ 
emonies this spring, 
though I will attend. I’ll 

be the one 
bouncing 
naked on a 
pogo stick 
handing out 
booklets 
containing 
valuable 
coupons while singing 
“We are Flintstone Kids, 
Ten Million Strong and 
Growing”. 

14. New library, same 
books. 

15. A prospective stu¬ 
dent stopped me in the 
hall the other day and 
asked me where she 
could find Messrs. 
Lazarus and LoPucki. I 
directed her to the Ad¬ 
missions Office, school 
brochure, pages 10 and 
12 . 

16. Detroit has nice sub¬ 
urbs, too. 

17. What not to say in 
an interview: “I passed 
the MPRE. Also, I cheat 
at solitaire.” 

18. Guesses as to how 
many members of the 
faculty have streaked? 

19. I wish D. Becker had 
read “Green Eggs and 



Ham" in¬ 

stead of that 
silly perpetu¬ 
ities poem. I 
like Dr. 


20. Book-of-the-Month 
selection for April 
Leaving St. Lo uis by 
D.B. Jinkins 

21. Professor Cun¬ 
ningham presents 
episodes of "Star Trek” 
in his “Language and 
the Law” class. Look 
for screenings of 
“Gomer Pyle, USMC" 
in Chuck McManis’ In¬ 
tellectual Property 
class 

22. Sam Miller has left 
the building 


1 Many of you® 

A may have noticed that 
^this issue of the Devil’s® 
A, Advocate is one of the 
►S thickest in a long time. 

A This is directly traceable^ 
►Jto the influx of contribu¬ 
tions we have been re-® 
Aceiving. This issue fea¬ 
tures one of the largest 
A pool of contributors this A 
A year. Please keep up the 
A good work! The diver- 
Asity of your submissions 
►Jonty adds to the appeal 
A of the DA. We would 
J especially like to invite^ 
A the faculty to contribute. ® 
A You know we can dish 
►Sit out, let’s see if we can 
A take it! 
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The Devil's Advocate 


The Mann Plan[n] 

(you better ask somebody) 


The scuttlebutt 
around the law school is thick 
as a brick. Bored, on edge, 
underwhelmed by the aca¬ 
demic bait-and-switch, law 
students will talk about any¬ 
thing. A common activity is 
to robe the distant faculty in 
personalities based on any¬ 
thing from classroom antics 
to a chance encounter in the 
shithouse. Yes, meandering 
through the BUD, one can 
overhear* or join in a panoply 
of idle chit-chat: “I heard 
Mark Smith does the iron¬ 
ing”; “Kuhns and Manuel 
Noriega share a love for 
origami dating back to their 
CIA operative days"; “It’s 
true, Greenfield is a Free 
Mason"; “I didn’t know 
Thompson had a bladder 
control problem.” 

Recently, I chanced upon a 
conversation between sev¬ 
eral “up-and-coming" lads 

“He’s the best I’ve ever had." 
“No question, a true profes¬ 
sional." 

“If he goes down, I’ll go down 
with him.” 

“I really like man.” 

At first blush, I thought I had 
stumbled into a discussion of 
alternative lifestyles. Au 
contraire. It seems these 
chummy blokes were merely 
confirming their support for 
the early tenure hearing 
granted on Ronald J. Mann. 

Who is this Mann, this man 
who has magically acceler¬ 
ated the date of maturity on 
his tenure/retirement hear¬ 
ing? People seem to be 
jazzed about this guy. But 


I’m here to represent the 
silent demographic. We’re 
not so sure about this guy, 
what with the dog clause in 
his contract and his “I was in 
Texas in the bad days when 
banks were failing like blah 
blah blah,” his talkin’ the talk 
but not walkin’ the walk with 
attendance policy, and the 
eerie resemblance he has to 
the serial killer “Scorpio” 
from the first “Dirty Harry" 
movie. Plainly put, we want 
to know: 

• Is he a kind man[n] or is he 
“the scourge or man[n]? 

• Is he a “simple kind of 
man[n] or is he a “man[n] of 
the world?” 

• Is he a sober man[n] or is 
he a Bud man[n]? 

• Is he a “reasonable" man[n] 
or is he the gravaman[n]? 

There are a few things we do 
know about this transplanted 
Child of the Chesapeake. 
From the parabola of his gut 
one can deduce that he is 
“middle-age” man[n]. Just 
the other day a classmate 
posited, “The dog, why that’s 
Mann's best friend." And 
judging from the cast on his 
leg, he is no Superman[n], 

I wonder, is he “the man[n]?" 

Who knows. It seems sel¬ 
dom that there is anything of 
which anyone can be sure. 
As Drobak would say, “I 
dunno, it’s a normative ques¬ 
tion, you decide." 

Decide and get over it. 
We've got less important 
things to do. 


* The author in no way subscribes to the fad of eavesdropping. 


■ 

PI 

■ 
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ATTENTION: 

Because of the up¬ 
coming Devil’s Ad¬ 
vocate Happy 
Hour, at which a 
special Professor of 
the Year commem¬ 
orative issue of the 
DA will be dis¬ 
tributed, the dead¬ 
line for submission 
for the next issue of 
the DA is this Sun¬ 
day, March 16, 
1997. Submissions, 
both of articles and 
Mudd Memories 
essays, should be 
made to the DA 
mailbox in Room 
301 (below the 
name!). We realize 
that is only a few 
days, but if you re¬ 
ally have something 
to say, you can get 
it done by then, and 
anyway, it’s not our 
fault - Spring Break 
messed us up. And 
don’t worry, even if 
you can’t get done 
by then, there will 
still be one more is¬ 
sue of the DA to 
come this year. 


■ 

■ 

H 

h 
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h 
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■ 
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Bruce La Pierre 
O.K. - so I make no 
secret of the fact that 
I would enjoy a sit 
down chat with Big 
Bruce La Pierre - 
Rebel without a Clue 
(or is that shoe?). 
Anyhow, it irks me 
that this seemingly 
liberal kinda guy is so 
quick to brush off the 
media which he so 
often claims to repre¬ 
sent. Indeed, as I 
have pursued an in¬ 
terview with this jolly 
Frenchman over the 
past semester, he has 
repeatedly insulted 
me and suggested 
that I am but a fly in 
his coffee (at least he 
says its coffee). Sure, 
Brucy feels tough 
when he is pounding 
Con Law students in 
class for using non- 
descriptive pronouns, 
sure he can beat up 
on defenseless' Civil 
Rights students like 
Tom Huszar, but ask 
him to sit down and 
discuss his views and 
positions on tape and 
suddenly he is not as 
tough as he.would like 
everyone to think. 
Well, I have good 
news. Despite Chew- 
baca's admitted per¬ 
sonal animosity to¬ 
ward this reporter (his 
own words), he has 
absolutely, positively, 
unofficially agreed to 
be interviewed for the 
final issue of the 
Devil’s Advocate this 
semester. So drop off 
all the questions you 
always wanted to ask 
the friendly monster 
who just happens to 
have been here 
longer than the hills. 

-WEB 
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